THE IRON PUDDLER

hers to answer. She was glad enough to have
all her babies safe. Everything we owned
was on our backs. Our patient father had
toiled for months in Pittsburgh and had sent
us nearly every cent to pay our transportation
from the Old World. Now he was out of a
job, and we were coming to him without as
much as a bag of buns in our hands.

Before leaving New York, I want to tell
what kind of city it was in those days.

In a recent magazine article a writer pic-
turing our arrival at Castle Garden said that
we "climbed the hill into Broadway and
gazed around at the highest buildings we had
ever seen/' But there were no tall buildings
In New York at that time. The spires of
Trinity Church and St. Paul's towered above
everything. And we had seen such churches
in the Old Country. Brooklyn Bridge had
just been built and it overtopped the town
like a syrup pitcher over a plate of pancakes.
The tallest business blocks were five or six
stories high, and back in Wales old Lord
Tredegar, the chief man of our shire, lived in
a great castle that was as fine as any of them.

The steel that made New York a city in the
sky was wrought in my own time. My father
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